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The Entirely Beautiful 


| am sorry | didn't do your prompt justice. | read the poem, then read it again. Looked up various analyses of 
the poem, thought about it for a while then wrote the first part. Then wrote it again, and again, then poked 
and prodded at it while despairing of the short length. Read the poem again in desperation then ignored it for a 
week and decided to make it longer by adding a second part (and it's still too short. Curse you for introducing 
me to WH Alden's The Lullaby. | still don't think | understand it. 


The bed was two lumpy mattresses stacked together on the stained carpet in corner of the small room. There 
were no sheets and the single blanket, rarely used, lay tangled along the foot of it. The heat radiating off of 
Izzy's bedmate was almost too hot in the warm California morning, but Izzy would not complain. It was a rare 
event that found them both in bed at the same time and rarer still that Axl was close enough to feel the 
heat from. While both were night owls their sleeping schedules seldom aligned. Izzy hit the bed in the wee 
hours of the morning. Axl crawled in when the sun was making its trek across the sky and Izzy was crawling 


out to start his day. That is, if Axl didn't find a different place to sleep all together. 


Unlike usual, Axl fell into bed long before the sun peeked over the horizon Izzy awoke to warm weight pressed 
against his side and soft skin beneath his fingertips. It was more than nice. And completely unexpected. It was 
amazing Axl came to bed at all. Izzy could see signs of one of Axl's moods coming on- the perpetual motion as 
though he weren't comfortable in his own skin, the lack of desire to visit familiar clubs and disinterest in 
hanging out with friends. Sometimes Izzy could ward off Axl's extreme moods when he saw the oncoming signs, 
but often they came on with hurricane force sweeping everyone along in his wake through the highs and lows. 
The others would turn to Izzy expecting him to buffer them, to do something about Axl. Izzy knew better. 
While some moods could be prodded and redirected into productiveness, it was usually simply best to batten 
down the hatches and wait until it blew over. 


The late morning sunlight forced its way through the poorly covered window and crept across the bed to 
brighten the long orange-gold strands of hair draped over Axl's face and across Izzy's chest. Awaking to the 
weight of Axl's head on his shoulder and arm resting on his stomach was a moment Izzy wouldn't trade for 
any other. Izzy gently ran a finger along Axl's brow to reveal his face from beneath the long soft strands of 


hair. 


"But in my arms till break of day/let the living creature, / Mortal, guilty, but to me/ The entire beautiful" lzzy 
quoted softly, brushing the back of his fingers lightly across Axl's cheek. 


Axl murmured in his sleep and shifted closer until he was lying half on Izzy. He buried his face against Izzy's 
neck and tangling their legs together. Izzy pressed his lips to crown of red hair. No matter how difficult this 
breathtaking creature could be, Izzy would hold on to him while he could, he wouldn't let go for the world. 


* RK KK KK 


The bed was king sized mattresses resting on a hand carved frame in the center of a bedroom that could 
easily fit three more. The sheets were soft against the skin and the blankets, rarely used, lay tangled at the 
foot of it. The heat radiating off Izzy's bedmate was comforting in the warm California morning and Izzy could 
only appreciate the feel of it. It was a precious event that found them both in bed at the same time but not 
completely uncommon. Though Axl's internal clock ticked at its own pace and he slept when sleep called to him 
whether day or night, though Izzy liked to travel and had his own set schedule and his own home and bed to 
sleep in- they made things work. 


At Izzy's urging Axl had come to bed as the sun tucked itself below the horizon Izzy awoke to a warm back 


pressed to his chest and soft skin beneath his fingertips. It was one of the best feelings in the world made all 
the more so because it was familiar. Through their long history and the push-pull of their friendship there 
were many times things could have fallen apart and not come back together again. Their own personality flaws 
and the interference of others caused rifts to grow between them, but no matter how large or long the rift 
their past spanned the distance. Even when Axl was at his most distant Izzy would always reminded Axl that 
he was there. Izzy knew Axl better than Axl knew himself and Izzy would never let Axl go. 


The early morning light crept in through the blinds that been left cracked open casting a dim light in the room. 
Even as Izzy gazed down upon the peacefully sleeping face the first rays of the sun danced through the 
window to paint the room in golden hues. Awakening to a morning where he could gaze upon Axl pressed into 
his arms was a moment Izzy wouldn't trade for any other. He tighten the arm he had draped over Axl's waist 


and kissed Axl behind his ear and mouthed the words that always came mind in these instances: 
"But in my arms till break of day/ let the living creature, / Mortal, guilty, but to me/ The entire beautifull 


Axl shifted in his arms, and grumbled a sleepy, "Shut up Izzy" before rolling over to bury his face in Izzy's 


neck and burrowing closer to hide from the rising sun. 


Izzy grinned and quoted the last line of the poem, "watched by every human love", directly into Axl's ear and 
got shudder and displeased foot nudge in response. 


Love wasn't ethereal, it wasn't delicate, flawless or pure. It was enduring. It was earthly and full of flaws, but 


had fleeting moments of perfection that made everything worthwhile and impossible to let go. 


